"Right now sunny skies in mid-Manhattan, the temperature is forty-two degrees." 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Opening Workshops 

11:15am Lecture: Edward Hirsch--"How to Read These Poems" 
2:00pm Panel: A Writer's Beginnings/A Writer's Life 

3:45pm Guest Reading: Louise Glück 

8:15pm Readings: Valerie Miner, Stuart Dischell 

9:30pm Coffee Reception: Barn 

10:15pm Staff Readings 


Editorial Policy: 

The Crumb engorges anyone to submit information of angsterest to the grater Bread Loaf communally, 
which may be imprinted, space permissive, in a similar form, or a slightly variable form, or a radically diffident 
form, depending enticingly upon the whim of the editor. Let's face it, folks: the editor is a loose canon. Nothing 
is sacred. No one is safe. 


Correction: 

Yesterday's Crumb incorrectly mentioned that there were five public telephones on campus. The phone in 
the classroom side of the Barn was spirited away by aliens earlier this week. They will be returning it when they 
get an outside line, so don't expect to see it any time soon. Also, the current cost for doing laundry is $1 for 
washing and $1 for drying (quarters only). Check the ticker-tape machine in the Inn lobby for up-to-date rates. 


Workshop Locations: 

Please attend the opening workshop today at 9:00am that you have been assigned to, as important 
information and plans will be discussed. The locations listed below apply only to today's workshops. Permanent 
locations will begin with tomorrow's workshops. If you can't locate the room, compasses may be rented from 
the front desk at a modest rate: 

Collier-Bensko: Frothingham Living Room Medina-Ansay: Blue Parlor 
McKnight-Robbins: Treman Living Room Rios-Rhodes: Barn 1 

Graham-Rivard: Barn 2 McHugh-Jenkins: Barn 3 

Eady-Black: Barn 4 Voigt-Dischell: Barn 5 

Baxter-Palmer: Barn 6 Scott-Shea: Barn West (lower level) 
Miner-Egan: Inn Seminar Mcllvoy-Shapiro: Library First Floor 
Wilkinson-Mori: Library Second Floor (conference rm.) | Poverman-Golub: Apple Cellar 
Williams-Brox: Inn Lobby Kadahota-Perrotta: Main Barn 
Hampl-Harman: Barn East Lounge Hirsch-Joseph: Tamarack Lounge 
Prose-Kurtz: Theatre Schulman-Denman: Library Second Floor 


Panel Discussional: 

'The members of today's panel discussion--A Writer's Beginnings/A Writer's Life--will be Kyoko Mori, 
Ellen Bryant Voigt and Pablo Medina. Michael Collier will be moderating this and all of the panels for the 
session. 


To the Bread Lab .. .: 

The Bread Loaf Computer Lab, located in the Apple Cellar (the library basement), will be open daily 
during the hours of 8:30am-12:30pm, beginning today and running through Friday, August 18. Caroline Eisner, 
your friendly spirit, will be there to assist with any questions. Macintosh with Microsoft Word and Clarisworks 
capability, and IBM's with Microsoft Word and WordPerfect ability will be available, with laser printing at five 
cents per page. There are also three typewriters installed in the Apple Cellar, with infinite word processing ability. 

There will be an open discussion group to help create an electronic network on the Internet for Bread Loaf. 
It will take place in the Apple Cellar on both Friday and Saturday at 9:30am. Anyone interested in post-conference 
networking is encouraged to attend. Cyber-Crumbs will not be discussed at these meetings. 
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. . Impart Your Back: 

Pat Schmitter, a local masseuse, will be on campus to give massages in Cornwall Cottage (the nurse's 
office) on Tuesdays and Thursdays from 11-6:00. Sign up sheets are posted on the Cornwall door, and the rates 
are $25 for a half hour and $45 for complete treatment. Those who have placed themselves in Pat's hands in the 
past can attest to the benefits of being rubbed the right way. 


All the Pretty Voices: - 
Herein lies an impassioned plug for the Madrigals, those merry songsters who meet daily with the sole aim 
to rehearse for a session-ending performance of medieval and later pieces that is universally loved. If you are 
«mellifluous; please speak-to^"Madrig-Al" Hudgins-er attend the-first rehearsal= which wilf be todaycat-12:15pm in? 
the Blue Parlor. 


Pa Youn Womt Be biiledetor sleeps n c ce a 

‘And you thought the staff was just another group of pretty faces! Well, they re also CREDIDI MET 
writers, and tonight after the evening reception, they will perform their own orations in the Burgess Meredith- 
Little Theatre. Don't miss the first of two nights of incredibly exciting staff readings. Tonight's line-up features: 
Laurie Greco, Bess Huddle, Kristin Lindquist, Scott Lax, Lesley Dauer, Ralph Sneeden and Jennifer Bates. 


Tons from the Desk: 

From the genial folk at the front desk we receive the following reminders: 

--If you have any maintenance requests, you should fill out a work order at the front desk. If it is a 
maintenance emergency, then contact the front desk immediately. If the desk is closed, contact Victoria or Edward 
Brown at ext. 13. If that doesn't work, write your congressman. 

--Sheets on beds will be changed Wednesday, towels every other weekday, beds are made at 8:30 each 
morning, provided they are cleared of impediments (suitcases, clothing, bodies). 

--If you park your car anywhere on campus except the parking lot in front of the Barn, it will be torched. 
Particularly if you park it along Route 125. The mountain dryads will need to be appeased. 

--Recent Vermont laws prohibit smoking indoors in any facility on campus. Please make sure that when 
you light up you are doing so outside. Also, as a courtesy to the front desk, please don't smoke on the front 
porch of the Inn right outside their windows, as the balmy zephyr winds blow across the meadow and send 
smoke right into their office. Much appreciation for you courtesy in this matter. 

--Anyone with CPR or First Aid training who would like to make themselves available in case of off-hours 
emergencies should notify the front desk of their willingness to do so. Anyone who has waded into the heart- 
stopping waters of Johnson Pond can attest to the value of having CPR-trained personnel close by. 


Give a Bi-o: 

Stuart Dischell is the author of Good Hope Road and Evenings and Avenues. He has taught at the 
University of North Carolina, Greensboro, and Boston University, and currently teaches at New Mexico State 
University. He has received a 1994 Pushcart Prize and a National Poetry Series Open Competition Prize. He has 
never had a Zima. 


Visitations: 

Today's guest reader, Louise Glück, is the author of six books of poetry, including The Triumph of 
Achilles, winner of the National Book Critics Circle Award, and The Wild Iris, winner of the Pulitzer Prize for 
poetry. A new book of poems is forthcoming from Ecco Press. She is a long-time Vermont resident and has 
taught at Williams College for several years. This past Spring she on the faculty at Harvard University, and was 
often sighted at the Border Cafe wearing dark glasses and eating chicken enchiladas. 


A Serious Note: 

The Crumb would like to take a moment here to acknowledge the passing of two stalwart Bread Loaf 
faculty members during the past year. May Sarton and Stanley Elkin spent many summer sessions at the Writers' 
Conference, and their presence on the mountain, and in the literary world, will be missed. 





Miscellaneous: 

--Yesterday was Pablo Medina's birthday. Normally the Crumb would Say something appropriately 
obnoxious right here, but it would be much too easy and we like our targets moving. 

--Tonight is the full moon. There have been coyotes howling at the moon several evenings this week. If 
you're out admiring the night sky, listen carefully--you might hear them. 

--Some suitable reward will be given to the first person who can accurately name the author responsible 
for the weather report given at the top of the page, and the title of the work it is taken from. Take your time: the 
next three days' reports will be from the same piece. 


Quote of the Day: 

As has been the custom in days behind, there will be a mystery quote in each buttock- numbing edition of 
the Crumb. Clues to the identity of the author will be enema-ed in some, butt not necessarily all of the head-lines. 
You can receive a point for correctly identifying the author, and an additional point for identifying the piece it is 
taken from. The contestant who passes the most guesses on the final day of the contest will be allowed to take his 
or her choice of any book in the Bread Loaf bookstore. The theme that joins this year's mystery quote authors is 
that they have all visited and spoken at Bread Loaf, butt never served on the teaching faculty. Bare-ing this in 
mind, see if you can divine the first one; guesses are due, in writing, in the Crumb mailbox by dinnertime 
tomorrow: 

It is a summer evening. 
The yellow moths sag 
against the locked screens 
and the faded curtains 
suck over the window sills 
and from another building 
a goat calls in his dreams. 


Lullaby 


My mother's an expert in one thing: 

sending people she loves into the other world. 

The little ones, the babies--these 

she rocks, whispering or singing quietly. I can't say 
what she did for my father; 

whatever it was, I'm sure it was right. 


It's the same thing, really, preparing a person 

for sleep, for death. The lullabies--they all say 

don't be afraid, that's how they paraphrase 

the heartbeat of the mother. 

So the living slowly grow calm; it's only 

the dying who can't, who refuse. 

The dying are like tops, like gyroscopes-- 

they spin so rapidly they seem to be still. 

Then they fly apart: in my mother's arms, 

my sister was a cloud of atoms, of particles--that's the 
difference. 

When a child's asleep, it's still whole. 


My mother's seen death; she doesn't talk about the soul's 
integrity. 

She's held an infant, an old man, as by comparison the dark 
grew 

solid around them, finally changing to earth. 


The soul's like all matter: 
why would it stay intact, stay faithful to its one form, 
when it could be free? 

--Louise Glück, from Ararat 





hd * 


Cora timed her breaths to the rise and fall of the waves. In... out. In... out. The separation of ebb 
and flow was too long, the reflex for air too strong. She inhaled, gulping--a pathetic land animal devolved from 
her ancestral amphibian--still she belonged to the water. The pungent brine was tinged with scents of Pacific fir 
and pine. How often she had walked alone here as a girl, away from the voices. How old was she now? Surely 
no longer a child. Cora shook her long dark hair, mostly dark save for what Jacques called the lunar streaks. She 
reminded herself she was a mother, a lover, a writer, a daughter returning of her own volition. She had a new 
country and after twenty years, three new layers of skin. She would not be imprisoned. She had created a new 
life for herself. And when she walked along the Oregon beach, she would be free. 

-- Valerie Miner, from A Walking Fire 


Likes 


He likes to walk in the forest alone, go days 

Without seeing another person and not care 

Where the deer path takes him. He's given up 

Maps in favor of wandering. He likes the word 

Aimless and the birdsongs he knows are important. 

He likes bramble and thicket, stand and riprap. 

He likes to watch the fat robin at work in the morning 

And the grey owl rise through the trees in the starlight . . . 
--Stuart Dischell, from Good Hope Road 
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Politically Correct Edition 


"Thirty-percent chance of rain this afternoon, high in the mid-fifties." 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Poetry & Non-fiction Workshops 
11:15am 


Lecture: Joanna Scott-- "The Fascination of What's Dangerous" 


2:00pm Lecture: James Longenbach--" What Was Postmodern American Poetry?" 


3:45pm Readings: C. E. Poverman, Jane Brox - 


5:30pm Cocktail Party 


8:15pm Readings: Heather McHugh, Tom Perrotta 


9:30pm Staff Readings 


Why Are We In Frothingham?: 

Today's workshops--for persons of verse 
and persons of truthfulness--will now reside in their 
permanent locations, unless of course the 
government invokes the law of eminent domain, 
which it has the full and legal right to do: 

Mr. Rios and Ms. Rhodes: Barn 1 

Ms. Voigt and Mr. Dischell: Barn 6 

Mr. Hirsch and Ms. Joseph: Barn 2 

Mr. Collier and Mr. Bensko: Inn Seminar 

Ms: Graham and Mr. Rivard: Barn 3 

Ms. Williams and Ms. Brox: Barn West 

Ms. McHugh and Mr. Jenkins: Barn 4 

Ms. Hampl and Ms. Harmon: 

Library 2nd Floor (conf) 

Mr. Eady and Ms. Black: Barn 5 

Mr. Wilkinson and Ms. Mori: 

Library 2nd Floor 


Of Honorable Pens: 

James Longenbach, who 
will be establishing a mutually 
respectful relationship with his 
audience on the topic of American 
poetry today at 2:00, is a professor 
of English at the University of 
Rochester, author of four books of 
constructive criticism on poetry, 
composer of poetry himself--having 
been published in The Nation, Paris 
Review, New Republic and other 
politically moderate periodicals-- 
recipient of a 1995 "Discovery /The 
Nation Award, and helpmate of 
Joanna Scott, whose biographical 
information has already been made 
available in the Bread Loaf 
catalogue and who will have given 
her own lecture earlier in the day, 
no doubt to the satisfaction of all 
persons involved. 


Patient Evenings: 

Tonight, after the evening reading, will be the 
second of two nights of administrative staff readings. 
They will begin after an appropriate interval of time 
(15 minutes) has passed since the ending of the 
previous event, meaning at approximately 9:30pm. 
'This diverse group of talent will feature the works of 
Al Hudgins, Alison Richardson, Chin Chong, 
Caitlin Hamilton, Blue Argo, Doug "Woody" 
Woodsum, Mella Davis and Ted Howard. Each 
reader will intone for 6 or 7 minutes, so one should 
not be daunted by the seemingly large number of 
speakers. All persons of gender are invited to attend. 


They Made it at "The Bread": 

Today's fellows’ (and we mean that in the 
most gender-neutral manner) readings will be given 
by Jane Brox and Tom Perrotta. Jane is the author 
of Here and Nowhere Else: Late Seasons of a Farm 
and Its Family, and has published her work in The 
Georgia Review, The Ohio Review, and other 
periodicals as well as being the recipient of an NEA 
Literature Fellow-(cf. above)-ship. Tom, receiving 
equal time, teaches at Yale University and has had 
his short fiction published in Crazyhorse (a patently 
offensive title that promotes ethnic biases) and The 
Gettysburg Review. His first collection of short 
stories is entitled Bad Haircut. 


Armies Party Right: 

There will be an all-campus celebration of 
fellowship and good will today after the afternoon 
reading, at approximately 5:30. The genial hosts of 
the Social Staff will provide both alcoholic and non- 
alcoholic refreshments, as well as foodstuffs, as 
required by Vermont state law. All are encouraged to 
attend and to act in a responsible and socially 
acceptable manner. 


VT UINCH, HE ASKED 
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Is the Man in the Moon a Male?: 

The Perseid meteor shower, an annual event 
that was precipitated by the break-up of the #3 comet 
of the year 1862, will be at it's peak during the next 
three days. Because of the fullness of the moon, the 
best hours for viewing will be after it has set, or 
about 4:00am. This is a classic case of the more 
powerful entity exploiting the masses of weaker, or 
perhaps socially disadvantaged, individuals. 
Complaints may be registered at the Green Mountain 
National Forest Ranger Station, which is located on 
Route 7 on the way into Middlebury, just past the 
A&W drive-in restaurant. 





Miscellaneous: 

--If you enjoyed Louise Gliick's reading 
yesterday, then you may wish to avail yourself of a 
copy of one of her books, which is avail-able in the 
bookstore. There are also copies of William 
Maxwell's collected short stories to be found there. 
It's the polite thing to do. 

--There will be an open meeting in the Apple 
Cellar today at 9:30am to discuss possibilities of 
using the Internet to create an electronic network for 
Bread Loaf. All are invited. 

--Swami Casey leads "Buddha Killing Yoga" 
(the opinions reflected in this passage do not 
necessarily reflect the opinions or positions of the 
management.--ed.) at 7:10am every morning in the 
"Barn, for one hour. BYO towel, mat, or blanket; 
coffee; loose clothing. 

--Al Hudgins, our resident Madrigalist leader 
and a person without whom the conference would be 
lessened, was inadvertently ommitted from the list of 
members of the administrative staff in Wednesday's 
Crumb, The editors would like to extend their abject 
apologies to Al, in hopes that he won't file a lawsuit. 

--Thank you, Norton Girault, for the cartoon 
today, and Al Hudgins for the masthead. 

--Woody saw a bear yesterday. No foolin'. 

--So long, Jerry. We're going to miss you. 


* * 


By the end of the morning the greenhouse once a 


Quote of the Day: 

Congratulations to Ralph Sneeden, who 
correctly identified Anne Sexton as yesterday's 
mysterious former Bread Loafer. Anne had a 
fellowship to the conference in 1959, where she met 
Richard Wilbur and William Meredith, and sat at the 
feet of Robert Frost in the famous Alfred Eisenstaedt 
photograph of the bard surrounded by students in the 
field behind Treman cottage (see David Haward Bain 
and Mary Smyth Duffy's enchanting history of the 
Bread Loaf Writers' Conference, Whose Woods 
These Are, available in the bookstore, for more vital 
BL info). Today's author may be the most politically 
incorrect personality of the selection, though the 
passage seems appropriate to the current state of 
lunacy on the campus: 

So I stood on the balcony by myself and 
stared at the moon which was full and very 
low. I had a moment then. For the moon 
spoke back to me. By which I do not mean 
that I heard voices, or Luna and I indulged in 
the whimsy of a dialogue, no, truly it was 
worse than that. Something in the deep of 
that full moon, some tender and not so 
innocent radiance traveled fast as the thought 
of lightning across our night sky, out of the 
depths of the dead in those caverns of the 
moon, out and a leap through space and into 
me. And suddenly I understood the moon. 
Believe it if you will. 


* * 


gain seems as it should, with filled pots spread across the 


benches, and the air warm and humid. It is a day without wind in the spring of the year. The roof above me is 
hardly measurable it's so thin--a frame for the ephemeral, made half of work, half of dream, sited, squared-off, 


saying here. Here is your house built nearly of air. 


--Jane Brox, from Here and Nowhere Else 


Paul barged in on us right in the middle of a 


into a time warp and returns, as an adult, to the wor 
playgound and begs him to appreciate the beauty and 
a big hurry to grow up. The kid pounds his baseall mitt, and says, "Sure mister, whatever you say." 
"Wow," said Jack. "Is that intense or what?" 

--Tom Perrotta, from Bad Haircut 


And what I did and who I was with him, well, sometimes I feel 
took me to Nam with him. Vicki lights a cigarette, looks at me over the 
why were you the one? She blows out the match, exhales. 
notice my painted nail. Red. Chipped. My left index finge 


great Twilight Zone, the one where the businessman steps 
ld of his childhood. He meets his ten-year-old self on the 
wonder of youth while he still has time and not to be in such 


as though he invented me, made me up, 
match, she is wondering, but why you? 
Turns back to the tube. The $25,000 Pyramid. I 
r. I tried to paint my nails last week. Got that far. 


Stopped. I still can't face lipstick, nail polish, eye shadow, any of it. 


--C.E. Poverman, from "Skin" 


Mid-leap in her escape, the nymph 
is bushed: one hand bursts out in 


branches, tropes turn 
helip. The hapless god 


has suffered some comeuppance, too: 


he's stuck for good in his own stalking. 


The maker's a remarker, casting animal as vegetable and then 
their motions turn to mineral, their moments into monument. 
--Heather McHugh, from "Some Kind of Pine" 
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Harlequin Romance Edition 
Vol. 70, no. 4 Saturday, August 12, 1995 
"Ninety-two this afternoon, the stock market up in heavy trading." 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Fiction Workshops 

11:15am Lecture: Patricia Hampl--"Memory and Imagination" 

2:00pm Lecture: Valerie Miner--"Writing My Way West: The Role of Place in Literature" 
3:45pm Readings: Helen Schulman, David Rivard 

8:15pm Readings: Alec Wilkinson, A. Manette Ansay 

9:30pm Barn Dance 


Academic Addendi: 

Valerie Miner will be giving a previously 
unscheduled lecture today at 2:00pm, in the Theater. The 
lecture, called "Writing My Way West" is about the role of 
"place" or "setting" in literature. It will be followed by a 
general cross-regional discussion about the influences of 
geography on our poetry, non-fiction and fiction. Writers in 
all genres are welcome. 


They Oughtn'ta Done It: 

"I want you,” murmured Jean-Paul, "to interface with 
me." 

"Can we do that right here, right now?" asked Juanita, 
strangely titillated by her new friend's openness. 

"No, but if you'll meet with me at 9:30 this morning 
in the Apple Cellar, we can find out how we can do it by 
computer, not only now, but all year long." 

"I don't know if I have the strength to sustain that 
kind of relationship," despaired Juanita. 

"You never know until you try," countered Jean Paul, 
and in her heart she knew he was right. 


New Day's Letters: 

Rick strode into the Inn lobby with two sealed 
envelopes in his hands. They were powerful hands, but they 
also knew how to caress. He swept his shaggy, brown locks 
from his eyes and spied the neon green box on the front desk 
counter. Knowing that this box was for inter/intra-campus 
mail only, he confidently thrust the envelope labeled "Raquel" 
into the receptive opening. He moved purposefully around the 
corner to the mailboxes, where he found another slot in the 
office door, this time for U.S. mail, and there he gingerly 
inserted the envelope marked "Raina." Then, his energies 
spent, he slumped gratefully into a yielding wicker chair. 


Any Dead Tapes About the House?: 

Gone, thought Eric, Jerry's gone and Raina 
worshipped the ground he walked on, went to every Grateful 
Dead concert she could with that Rick guy who anyone could 
tell doesn't give a fig about her. Yet what can I do to console 
her? Would she even let me? I know! I'll lend one of my 
Grateful Dead tapes to Terry Tempest Williams so that she can 


Fiction Workshops: 

Raina was waiting at the front window, looking for 
the mailman, barely able to contain her anticipation. It was 
all she could do to wait for him to saunter back down the front 


walk and turn the corner before she yanked the door open and 
assaulted her mailbox. Yes! She knew it! She had felt it this 
morning when she awoke, lightly sweating on her silk sheets: 
There would be a letter from Rick today. Ravenously Raina 
tore into the envelope and devoured its contents with her eyes. 
It read: 
Fiction Workshops 

Medina/Ansay: Barn 1 

Miner/Egan: Barn 2 

Baxter/Palmer: Barn 3 

Mcllvoy/Shapiro: Barn 4 

Prose/Kurtz: Barn 5 

Kadahota/Perrotta: Barn 6 

McKnight/Robbins: Inn Seminar 

Poverman/Golub: Barn West 

Scott/Shea: Library 2nd Floor (conf rm) 

Schulman/Denman: Library 2nd Floor 


Look at a Stranger: 

Raquel regarded the carefully penned note with 
indifference, yet she couldn't deny that she was intrigued, and 
more than a little flattered, by Rick's attentions. Still, there 
was Jean-Paul to consider. She read the note again: 


My dearest Raquel: 

I have not been able to sleep since we spoke last 
night around the campfire. Perhaps it was the full 
moon. Perhaps it was your perfume. All I know is 
that I became intoxicated with you. Please, please 
meet me at the Barn Dance this evening. Or if not 
there, then in the Blue Parlor, where a quieter, non- 
alcoholic gathering will occur as an alternative to the 
pulsating rhythms of the massive speakers. Don't 
deny me your presence. 

Eternally, 
Rick 


Raquel smiled to herself. She would go. She would dance. 


And then later? Well, she'd decide that when the moment ™ 


arrived. 


use it in the tribute to Jerry that she plans for tonight's Bam 
Dance and then Raina will see me differently, perhaps she'll 
even let me put my arm around her and give her a reassuring 
hug, perhaps, perhaps... 


Homage to Fellows: 

"Here," she said, coyly, "Read this." 

David Rivard is on the faculty at Tufts 
University and the MFA Program at Vermont 
College. His first collection of poetry is Torque, 
published by the University of Pittsburgh Press. He 
has received NEA grants, a Pushcart Prize and the 
Agnes Lynch Starrett Poetry Prize. 

A. Manette Ansay is the author of Vinegar Hill 
(Viking). Her short story collection Read This and 
Tell Me What It Says won the AWP short fiction 
prize and will be published in September. A second 
novel, Sister, is forthcoming with Morrow. She has 
been awarded an NEA grand, a Pushcart Prize, and the 
Nelson Algren Award. 

He looked at her, expectantly. 
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And Another Time... 


"I've had trouble sleeping lately." confided Juanita. "I. 


met this wonderful man, and at first I thought it was him, but 
last night I was having this incredibly sensuous dream about 
him, and it was so realistic. I mean I could feel the rhythm 
and the pulsing and then when I couldn't stand it any more I 
awoke to find that somebody had parked their car outside my 
window, playing music so loudly that it insinuated itself into 
my dream. I was so mad and frustrated that I got up and took a 
cold shower." 

"I know what you mean about frustration," responded 
Raquel. "Just last night I was at the reading, and I was 
captivated by the cadences and rhythms of the reader, you 
know, the cute one, and then these .. . people! . . . barged in 
ten minutes after the reading began, and made so much noise 
clambering over others to get a seat that I just couldnt 
concentrate. And can you believe it: They brought food and 
drink right into the Theater and stuffed their faces all through 

*it. If it weren't for Jean-Paul I would have stood right up and 

told them off once and for all." 

"Jean-Paul?" asked Juanita... 


Quote of the Day: 

Once again, only Ralph Sneeden correctly identified 
former conference attendee Norman Mailer as yesterday's 
mystery author. Mailer was a guest speaker at Bread Loaf in 
the summer of 1967, reading from his latest work, Why Are 
We in Vietnam? A few weeks after his visit to Vermont he 
participated in the march on Washington to protest the war, 
got himself arrested, and the subsequent reportage from that 
experience led to the publication of Armies of the Night, 
which earned Mailer the Pulitzer Prize. 

Today's quote-giver was also a flamboyant figure, 
though less politically volatile: 

Certainty, fidelity 

On the stroke of midnight pass 

Like vibrations of a bell 

And fashionable madmen raise 

Their pedantic boring cry... 


* * 


... In that pause 
the lifted wine glasses glinted like anxious flames, 


flames that are easy to see through. 
And later my friend and his wife danced, 
a little drunk, on the porch. 
The horn section lurched through 
the song. They danced. 
--David Rivard, from "Lies" 


I Sure Would Like to Know What's Going On: 

Sex. There was no getting away from it. 
Everywhere they turned was copulation. Not just subtly or 
privately, but out in the open. On the lawn outside the 
Theater, In the hayfield. Outside the dining hall. Along the 
path leading down to Johnson Pond. And not just at 
nighttime, either, but during the daylight too, out there for any 
passerby to see. And they did see. Everything. Who would 
have thought that grasshoppers and Japanese beetles lacked 
such modesty? 


Miscellaneous: : 

--Congratulations to current Bread Loafers who have 
recently received good news: Caitlin Hamilton has just had a 
story accepted by Puerto del Sol, and both Leslee Becker and 
Devon Jersild have stories in the latest edition of 
Ploughshares, edited by Ann Beatty. 

--The first annual Lyttle Bulwer Contest, plagiarized 
from the Bulwer-Lytton Contest for the worst opening 
sentence of a work of fiction, will begin today. Named after 
Baron Edward George Early Bulwer-Lytton (1803-1873), 
author of The Last Days of Pompeii and coiner of the phrase 
"It was a dark and stormy night . . .", the contest is open to 
entries in both the fiction and poetry categories (only one entry 
per person, per category, please). Submissions should be 
made to the Crumb mailbox by dinnertime, Tuesday, August 
15, and the winners will receive genuine Bread Loaf hats from 
the store. 

--Today is the last day to turn in food orders at the 
Front Desk for the final banquet. Unless we hear otherwise, 
you'll get the meat entrée. 

--There will be a 12-Step Program Meeting in the 
Milkhouse today from 5:15 to 6:15 (and thereafter if there's 
enough interest). If you have any questions or suggestions, 
please contact Don Peabody at box #2365. 

--Keeping with today's theme of Harlequin Romances, 
there is a certain faculty member who admits to having at one 
time in his/her career translated four Harlequin Romances into 
Spanish; ironically, there is also a certain contributor who has 
posed for four HR covers, with various bohunks. 
Coincidence? We don't think so. 

--There will be a shuttle van running to the Frost 
Cabin for Saturday’s picnic. Stay tuned for further details. 

* * 


In the gray light of the kitchen, Ellen sets the table for supper, keeping the chipped plate back for herself 
before lowering the rest in turn. The plates are pink with yellow flowers twisting around the edges, and they 
glow between the pale frosted glasses, the stainless steel knives and forks, the plastic pitcher of milk. In the 
center of the table, the roast platter steams between the bowl of wrinkled peas, the loaf of sliced bread. Ellen 
wipes a water stain from the cupped palm of a spoon. Soon all the bright plates and glasses and flatware will be 
soiled, and she finds herself imagining how it must be to wait for that first hot splash of meat, the cold dribble of 
milk. 


--A. Manette Ansay, from Vinegar Hill 


` But that is neither here nor there. Today I will swim. I spread water with my hands the way a man 
spreads a woman's legs, lovingly but with purpose. I will pass back and forth over the skin of the lake patting it 
smooth as a sheet on a bed. 

I will lie out on the rocks that tip so much they could force a dive into the water and when I flatten out onto 
its surface, my surface will flatten out into me and I will wonder where the curves go, and because of the angle, 
worry a little that I will slide in. 

--Helen Schulman, from Out of Time 


Caveman and Mr. John started to play. Caveman retired a trick. Mr. John said, "You know something 
about this game?" 

Caveman said, "Yeah." 

Mr. John said, "That's going to make me tighten up on you." 

The room was long and narrow with a white ceiling, and cement walls that were red behind the bar and 
blue everywhere else. In back of the bar were a mirror and a jar of pickled pig's feet. There were two big posters 
with calendars on a wall by a pool table. One was "The Great Kings of Africa," and the other was "The Great 
Queens of Africa." Beyond the pool table, where the room was darker, were tables and chairs and a jukebox. 

Caveman said, "Where all the ladies at?" 

Mr. John said, "They ain't around." 

--Alec Wilkinson, from Big Sugar 





Bie Beene 








Straight News Edition; I mean, come on, it's the day after the dance and nobody really wants to wade through a 
lot of meretricious persiflage (sp?)(c.f.--Woody). If I'm not up by the picnic at the Robert Frost Cabin will 
somebody please wak me? not that i'd be in bad shap or anythig; I just wabt ti be syre U dib't nuss abttgubg tiid. 
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"Tomorrow, fair and warmer, warmer and fair, most fair... 


Today's Schedule: 
1:00pm 
8:15pm 


Picnic at Robert Frost Cabin 


Howie's sketch 
Michael Collier/Hugh Grant 
Nature note 


Frost Days: 

Here are the promised details about the picnic 
up at the Homer Noble Farm, which is where the 
Robert Frost cabin is located: 

How to get there: The best thing to do is walk, or 
drive a car down to the Robert Frost Wayside, which 
is a bit less than a mile west on Rt. 125. Just before 
you come to the Wayside, there is a dirt road to your 
right. There will be a road block at the end of it. 
Park your car at the Wayside and walk about a third 
of a mile up the road, where you'll come to a quaint, 
white, farmhouse. You will have arrived. If you 
cannot walk or find a ride, the kindly folks at the 
Front Desk will be offering van rides down there 
between Noon and 12:30pm, and rides back between 
1:30 and 2:00. Be on the front porch of the Inn if 
you need a ride. 

What to do there: At Noon, resident raconteur Doug 
"Frosty" Woodsum will be giving small group tours 
of the actual cabin. At 1:00pm tours will end and 
lunch will begin (you may want to bring a blanket or 
towel to sit on, and insect repellent). At 1:30pm a 
selection of faculty members will recite favorite 
poems (not necessarily Frost's). Afterwards, we 
will all wend our ways back to campus. 

Why to go there: Because no other lunch will be 
offered. The dining room will be closed. 

What if it rains?: In case of rain, the picnic will be 
held in the Barn. 

n.b.--Robert Frost will not be attending this picnic. 


The Post-B.A. Art: 

There will be an open meeting for anyone 
interested in finding out about low-residency M.F.A. 
programs, Monday at 5:15pm in Barn Classroom 1. 
It is hoped that teachers, graduates, students and 
prospective students will attend to share your 
experiences, answer and ask questions. 


Because It Is Better... : 

Peter Newton, mild-mannered front desk- 
man has just had a poem accepted at Prairie 
Schooner. He also contributed today's masthead, 
for which we give thanks, and also to Howie 
Michaels for the drawing of the flag at half-mast. 


. . . And Because It Is Bad Art: 

Entries for the Lyttle-Bulwer bad writing 
contest are streaming in. Remember, only one entry 
per person, in either prose or poetry, for the worst 
original opening line for a literary work. Entries 
must be received by dinnertime on Tuesday. Judges 
for the contest will be announced once they've been 
notified that they are judges. 


Guest Reading: William Maxwell 


William: A Writer: 

It must be noted that William Meredith, a 
long-time friend and teacher at the Bread Loaf 
Writer's Conference, has been on campus for the 
past few days. Meredith's time at Bread Loaf has 
spanned the directorship of both John Ciardi and 
Robert Pack: He first served on the faculty in 1959, 
and on and off again until 1977. We are fortunate to 
once again be able to call him a Loafer. There are 
also a few copies of his book Partial Accounts: New 
and Selected Poems left in the bookstore. 

The following excerpt is taken from an 
interview between Ed Hirsch and William Meredith 
in The Paris Review: 

How do you usually start a poem? 

It starts with an insight which gets a few words 
close to the ground and then the words begin to 
make specific insight. Once they start growing 
the words are seminal--I suppose it's like the 
bacteria of a growth. I can hardly remember a 
poem in which the words are not particular 
words, often very bleak, simple words. Once 
they are put down they are able to focus an idea. 
I have, I think, only once written a poem--and 
it's not a very good poem--which came to me 
literally as a dream that was decodable. It's 
about an eight or ten line poem and all I could say 
was, "That's what it said." 


William: A Writer: 

William Maxwell, who will be reading from 
his work this evening, has had a long and 
distinguished career. Born in 1908 in Lincoln, 
Illinois, he was educated at the University of Illinois. 
After a year of graduate work at Harvard he returned 
to teach at Urbana. He turned to writing and has 
since published six novels, three collections of short 
fiction, an autobiographical memoir, among other 
works. He served as a fiction editor at The New 
Yorker for forty years. His recent novel, So Long, 
See You Tomorrow, won the American Book Award 
and the Howells Medal of the American Academy of 
Arts and Letters, and his collected stories, All the 
Days and Nights (available in the bookstore), earned 
him the PEN/Malamud Award earlier this year. 


Earthly Delights: E 

. From Jennifer Pixley: ^ While you're 
wandering along the banks of the Middlebury River, 
look for mushrooms on the forest floor. On Friday 
we saw two: one with a bright yellow cap and a 
slender, creamy stalk, and, in a niche of roots and 
river bank, one with a flat, deep rose cap on a pure 
white stem. (Ed. note--Maxine Kumin, a former 
Bread Loafer, was so famous for her "mushroom 
walks" up here, that she was  affectionately 
nicknamed "The Witch of Fungi") 


By the East Lawn: 

Anyone interested in participating in an open 
reading today, at 4:00pm on the lawn in front of 
Larch dorm, should sign up with Joanna Greenfield 
ahead of time (drop a note in her mailbox), or see her 
there. Bring about 3-5 ' worth of material. 
All are welcome. 





Stop Sewing Oats: 

One can only assume that the person who 
pilfered the bell clapper from the Inn is a nearby 
neighbor of the bell who was untimely roused by its 
resounding clang. One can only sympathize with 
such a person. However, one is compelled to make 
this person aware that: a) If we really want to, we 
can find out who you are, and b) There is a backup 
to the bell; up to now we have held back from using 
the air raid siren that is probably perched right above 
your room, but if it becomes necessary, certain 
elements of the campus are ready and willing to use it 
as the breakfast signal. Don't think of this as a 
threat; think of it as an avoidable inconvenience. 





Quote of the Day: 

Ralph Sneeden has displayed an amazing 
ability (for a poet) in identifying the mystery authors. 
He correctly picked W.H. Auden as the scribe who 
penned yesterday's lines, without even a glance at 
the clues. Jennifer Grotz is now also in the race with 
a correct guess. Auden gave a guest reading at Bread 
Loaf in 1940, which was cut short by one of the 
mountain's famous sound-blocking thunderstorms. 
He reportedly then made his way over to Treman 
Lounge, where he and Carson  McCullers 
appropriated a bottle of bourbon and huddled in a 


corner, ignoring everyone around them. (Much 
thanks are due to David Bain and Mary Duffy for 
their permission to flagrantly plagiarize these 
historical tidbits from their book Whose Woods 
These Are, which is available in the bookstore and 
well worth the investment.) Come on folks, don't let 
Ralph walk away with his choice of any book in the 
bookstore without making him work for it. Don't 
forget, clues are imbedded in many of the Crumb 
Parents headlines on any given day. Here's a more 
contemporary excerpt, for the waitress who shall 
remain nameless (for now) who complained that all 
of the authors were before her time: 

She and that girl and occasionally another 
girl went out several times a week, and the rest of 
the time Connie spent around the house--it was 
summer vacation--getting in her mother's way 
and thinking, dreaming about the boys she met. 
But all the boys fell back and dissolved into a 
single face that was not even a face but an idea, a 
feeling, mixed up with the urgent insistent 
pounding of the music and the humid night air of 
July. 


What it must be like to be an angel 
or a squirrel, we can imagine sooner. 


The last time we go to bed good, 
they are thee, lying about darkness. 


They dandle us once too often, 
these friends who become our enemies. 


Suddenly one day, their juniors 
are as old as we yearn to be. 


They get wrinkles where it is better 
smooth, odd coughs, and smells. 


Itis grotesque how they go on 
loving us, we go on loving them. 


The effrontery, barely imaginable, 
of having caused us. And of how. 


Their lives: surely 
we can do better than that. 


This goes on for a long time. Everything 
they do is wrong, and the worst thing, 


they all do it, is to die, 
taking with them the last explanation, 


how we came out of the wet sea 
or wherever they got us from 
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Father, mother, we cry, wrinkling, — 

to our uncomprehending children and grandchildren. 
--William Meredith, from 
Partial Accounts: New & Selected Poems 


In those days--I am talking about the early nineteen-twenties--people in Lincoln mostly didn't lock their 
doors at night, and if they did it was against the idea of a burglar. One sometimes read in the evening paper that 
some man had been arrested for disorderly conduct, but that meant drunkenness. Without thinking I would have 
said that acts of violence could hardly be expected to flourish in a place where the houses were not widely 
separated and never enclosed by a high wall and where it would have been hard to do anything out of the way that 
somebody by one accident or another or from simple curiosity would not happen to see. But consider the 
following sentence, from a history of Logan County published in 1911: "While there have been in the 
neighborhood of fifty fatal shooting affrays . . . very few have occurred where the parties were well known or of 
considerable standing in the community." As a rule the shooting, or the knifing, or the clubbing, was in a coal 
miner's shack or a back alley or a lonely farmhouse, but one of the crimes mentioned in that book took place in a 
house on Tenth Street, one street over from the house we lived in when I was a child. What distinguished the 
murder of Lloyd Wilson from all the others was a fact so shocking that the Lincoln Courier-Herald hesitated 
several days before printing it: The murderer had cut off the dead man's ear with a razor and carried it away with 
him. In that pre-Freudian era people did not ask themselves what the ear might be a substitution for, but merely 
shuddered. 

--William Maxwell, from So Long, See You Tomorrow 
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Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Poetry & Non-fiction Workshops 
11:15am Lecture: Francine Prose-- 
"A Gangrenous Cat-Bite and Other Details" 
2:00pm Classes:--Ellen Bryant Voigt-- 
"Unwinding the Poem" 
--Kevin Mcllvoy-- 
"Good Messiness" 
3:45pm Readings: 
Pablo Medina, Martha Rhodes 
8:15pm Readings: 
Jorie Graham, Jennifer Egan 
9:30pm Coffee Reception: Barn 
10:15pm Scholar Readings 


Same Veritable Bases: 
Toady's pottery and nonaction workstops 
will bee in the game rooms they worm in on Fryday. 


Such Viscous Behavior: 

Their will bean all compost cocktail party at 
the Larch Well after the laughternoon breeding, at 
approximminently 5:30pm. 


Supplemental Voigt (Blueparlor): 

An informinal cathetering to discus low- 
residency MFA pograms willow cur today at 5:15pm 
in Barn Classroom 1. They're will be a forminal 
informational meating concerting the Warren Wilson 
MFA pogram on Winsday at 3:00pm in the Blew 
Pavlov. Ellen Bryant Voigt and other faculty's 
members of the pogram will be there to ants 
requestions. 


Slight Vicinity to Barn: 
The nixed 12-Step Program Meating will be 
Twosday, at 5:15 in the Milkhose. 


Some Visits Beneath: 

A remainder that the Apple Seller--the 
compewter center in the library basement--is open 
from 8:30am to 12:30pm dearly. If you are in need 
of compewter accents, please plan accordionly. 


Such Variety Befuddles!: 

The office will except connections/addenda to 
the undress list until Woundsday at 5:00pm. 
Corrections will be availed this Fryday. 


Secretly Verified Bios: 

Jennifer Egan's first novel, The Invisible 
Circus, was published in January by Nan A. 
Talese/Doubleday. Her short stories have appeared 
in The New Yorker, New England Review, The O. 
Henry Awards and elsewhere, and a collection of 
them, Emerald City, will be published by 
Talese/Doubleday in February. She has received a 
NAFTA grant. 

Martha Rhodes is a founding editor of Four 
Way Books and directs the CCS Reading Series at 
Civic Center Synagogue in New York City. Her 
poems have appeared in The Harvard Review, 
Ploughshares, The Virginia Quarterly and elsewhere. 
Her first collection of poems is At the Gate, 
published by Provincetown Arts Press. 


Says Bryant Voigt: 

"Let's say your initial drafts of a poem are, 
well, unsatisfying--not quite what you thought you 
saw in a corner of your eye. Let's say you're not 
used to a notion of "first thought, best thought" and 
want to revise but have no clue, or no confidence, 
where to begin. What can help is being able to read 
the thing, which one learns by learning to read the 
work of others--finished poems--analytically. 

This will be a really BASIC class--a first step 
from intuitive response to analytical examination. 
Veterans, sophisticates, the learned of every stripe, 
should stay away; I'm hoping for a small group of 
the eager but uninitiated. We'll discuss two poems." 


Saw Vermont Beauty: 

Yessirday's Writers Clamp 2.8 smile road 
race was one by Aaron Ashby, with a blustering 
thyme of 17:53. Second place whumped to the 
amazing Jennifer Calder, third to the only shyly less 
amazing Henry Shukman, fellowed by Mac 
Mcllvoy, George Smith and Pablo Medina, who was 
heard to grasp "It feels good when I stop!" as he 
crushed the Finnish line. 


Such Vocal Blues!: 

David "Pinetop" Bain (piano, vocals) and 
Scott "Mojo" Lax (harmonica) will be perforating 
silly music (Blues, R & B, ancient rock) in the Barn 
Mundane night after the evening heedings. This is 
any vent not to be massed. 
Some Venerable Bards: 
Yesterday's Scholar Readings were 
inadvertisingly Omaha-ed from the Crumb (we blame 
the government), so it is only fighting to honor those 
hoorayed by name: Mary Jo Bang, Laurel Casey, 
Eugene Gloria, Sue Monk Kidd, Amudha 
Rajendran, Tamar Stieber, Karen Volkman. 
Tonaught's readers, who will beguile after the 
Coffee inception at about 10:15 will be Leslee 
Becker, Carol Estes, Tom Hazuka, Tom Paine, 
Janice Shapiro, Dan Tobin and Eve Wood. 


Slight Variation Bulletin: 

Unlike lectures, classes are delineated incise 
and must be signed up for at the bullet inboard 
behind the table where workstop maternals are 
distributored. The fierced fifty Papal who sign up 
will be aloud to intend. Kevin Mcllvoy's clasp will 
Bi held in Barn West, Ellen Bryant Voigt's in Barn 





Quote of the Day: 

Having throne down the gauntlet, several 
Papal succincted with yesterday's quote, which was 
from Joyce Carol Oates' story "Where Are You 
Going, Where Have You Been?" Outspoke at Bread 
Loaf in 1986. Cooties to leader Ralph Sneeden, who 
knew the other, along with Martha Rose, Tom 
Hazuka, and Aaron Ashby. Extra point kudos to 


So Very Bad: 

Submissives to the Lyttle-Bulwer most awe- 
ful hopening line to a poem or story context continue 
to sore. Don't forget, folks, winters earn themselves 
a Bread Loaf hat, but submissives must be orgy-nal 
work. The person who submitted "Twas brillig and 
the slithy toves . . ." has been disquantified. 
Submissions to the Crumb mailbox by hintertime 


Jennifer Grotz and Kathi Morrison, who new the 
stormy as well. Today's other goes back a little 
earlier in Bread Loaf hysterics. 
I have fallen in love with American names, 
The sharp names that never get fat, 
The snakeskin-titles of mining claims, 
The plumed war-bonnet of Medecine Hat, 
Tucson and Deadwood and Lost Mule Flat. 


tomorrow (Tuesday). 


Possession 


Steal big sister's presents. 
Swallow pieces, 

ride her bike, ride it far 
into the grove. 


Show her you've discovered 
all her holy spots 


and watch her try to find another, 
deeper forest. Everything she's kept from you 
is yours now: these frilly private things, 
this tiny book of screams. 
--Martha Rhodes, from At the Gate 


If Phoebe could string together the hours she'd spent circling her sister's death, they would surely total 
years. She lost herself in these contemplations, her own life falling away like a husk as she sank into the rich 
bottomless well of her sister's absence. And the longer Phoebe circled, the more certain she became that a great 
misunderstanding was at work; that if Faith had taken her life, she'd done it without a hint of the failure or 
hopelessness the word "suicide" implied. When Phoebe thought of her sister's death, it was always with a 
curious lilt to the heart, as if Faith had been lifted into some more spectacular realm, a place so remote she could 
reach it only by forfeiting herlife. Like kicking away a ladder. Where was the failure in that? 

--Jennifer Egan, from The Invisible Circus 


The boy was born sickly and too pale for a creature of those latitudes, but only Felicia the grandmother 
dared think that from such parents so sorry a future was conceived. The rest of the family blinded itself and 
celebrated the occasion with great glee. The waiting room of the maternity ward soon filled with well-wishers; 
bottles were opened and toasts were made to the firstborn; flowers were sent to the hospital in such profusion that 
they filled the room and spilled into the hallway. Some of the nurses, susceptible to floral allergies, took several 
days of sick leave; eventually a directive from the hospital administration forbade the delivery of any more 
bouquets to the ward--already a few bees had been seen around the nurses' station, and after three days, the 
wilting flowers saturated this place of hope with the stench one normally associates with funeral parlors. 

--Pablo Medina, from The Marks of Birth 


Existence and Presence 


And how shall this soliloquy reverberate 
over the hillside? Who shail be 
the singleness ove the yawning speckled lambency? 
I think I feel my thinking-self and how it 
stands--its condensation, its voice-track like an 
electric backbone up 
into the meadow's shadow-play, up like a prophet of utterly non- 
deciduous tongue who chatters on while the buds and shadows 
scatter. Who shall the listening be? ... 
--Jorie Graham, from Materialism 





Quote of the Day: 

Having throne down the gauntlet, several 
Papal succincted with yesterday's quote, which was 
from Joyce Carol Oates' story "Where Are You 
Going, Where Have You Been?" Outspoke at Bread 
Loaf in 1986. Cooties to leader Ralph Sneeden, who 
knew the other, along with Martha Rose, Tom 
Hazuka, and Aaron Ashby. Extra point kudos to 


So Very Bad: 

Submissives to the Lyttle-Bulwer most awe- 
ful hopening line to a poem or story context continue 
to sore. Don't forget, folks, winters earn themselves 
a Bread Loaf hat, but submissives must be orgy-nal 
work. The person who submitted "Twas brillig and 
the slithy toves . " has been disquantified. 
Submissions to the Crumb mailbox by hintertime 


Jennifer Grotz and Kathi Morrison, who new the 
stormy as well. Today's other goes back a little 
earlier in Bread Loaf hysterics. 
I have fallen in love with American names, 
The sharp names that never get fat, 
The snakeskin-titles of mining claims, 
The plumed war-bonnet of Medecine Hat, 
Tucson and Deadwood and Lost Mule Flat. 


tomorrow (Tuesday). 


Possession 


Steal big sister's presents. 
Swallow pieces, 

ride her bike, ride it far 
into the grove. 


Show her you've discovered 
all her holy spots 


and watch her try to find another, 
deeper forest. Everything she's kept from you 
is yours now: these frilly private things, 
this tiny book of screams. 
--Martha Rhodes, from At the Gate 


If Phoebe could string together the hours she'd spent circling her sister's death, they would surely total 


years. She lost herself in these contemplations, her own life falling away like a husk as she sank into the rich 
bottomless well of her sister's absence. And the longer Phoebe circled, the more certain she became that a great 
misunderstanding was at work; that if Faith had taken her life, she'd done it without a hint of the failure or 
hopelessness the word "suicide" implied. When Phoebe thought of her sister's death, it was always with a 
curious lilt to the heart, as if Faith had been lifted into some more spectacular realm, a place so remote she could 
reach it only by forfeiting her life. Like kicking away a ladder. Where was the failure in that? 

--Jennifer Egan, from The Invisible Circus 


The boy was born sickly and too pale for a creature of those latitudes, but only Felicia the grandmother 
dared think that from such parents so sorry a future was conceived. The rest of the family blinded itself and 
celebrated the occasion with great glee. The waiting room of the maternity ward soon filled with well-wishers; 
bottles were opened and toasts were made to the firstborn; flowers were sent to the hospital in such profusion that 
they filled the room and spilled into the hallway. Some of the nurses, susceptible to floral allergies, took several 
days of sick leave; eventually a directive from the hospital administration forbade the delivery of any more 
bouquets to the ward--already a few bees had been seen around the nurses' station, and after three days, the 
wilting flowers saturated this place of hope with the stench one normally associates with funeral parlors. 

--Pablo Medina, from The Marks of Birth 


Existence and Presence 


And how shall this soliloquy reverberate 
over the hillside? Who shall be 
the singleness ove the yawning speckled lambency? 
I think I feel my thinking-self and how it 
stands--its condensation, its voice-track like an 
electric backbone up 
into the meadow's shadow-play, up like a prophet of utterly non- 
deciduous tongue who chatters on while the buds and shadows 
scatter. Who shall the listening be? ... 
--Jorie Graham, from Materialism 
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Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Poetry & Non-fiction Workshops 
11:15am Lecture: Francine Prose-- 
"A Gangrenous Cat-Bite and Other Details" 
2:00pm Classes:--Ellen Bryant Voigt-- 
"Unwinding the Poem" 
--Kevin Mcllvoy-- 
"Good Messiness" 
3:45pm Readings: 
Pablo Medina, Martha Rhodes 
8:15pm Readings: 
Jorie Graham, Jennifer Egan 
9:30pm Coffee Reception: Barn 
10:15pm Scholar Readings 


Same Veritable Bases: 
Toady's pottery and nonaction workstops 
will bee in the game rooms they worm in on Fryday. 


Such Viscous Behavior: 

Their will bean all compost cocktail party at 
the Larch Well after the laughternoon breeding, at 
approximminently 5:30pm. 


Supplemental Voigt (Blueparlor): 

An informinal cathetering to discus low- 
residency MFA pograms willow cur today at 5:15pm 
in Barn Classroom 1. They're will be a forminal 
informational meating concerting the Warren Wilson 
MFA pogram on Winsday at 3:00pm in the Blew 
Pavlov. Ellen Bryant Voigt and other facuity's 
members of the pogram will be there to ants 
requestions. 


Slight Vicinity to Barn: 
The nixed 12-Step Program Meating will be 
Twosday, at 5:15 in the Milkhose. 


Some Visits Beneath: 

A remainder that the Apple Seller--the 
compewter center in the library basement--is open 
from 8:30am to 12:30pm dearly. If you are in need 
of compewter accents, please plan accordionly. 


Such Variety Befuddles!: 

The office will except connections/addenda to 
the undress list until Woundsday at 5:00pm. 
Corrections will be availed this Fryday. 


Secretly Verified Bios: 

Jennifer Egan's first novel, The Invisible 
Circus, was published in January by Nan A. 
Talese/Doubleday. Her short stories have appeared 
in The New Yorker, New England Review, The O. 
Henry Awards and elsewhere, and a collection of 
them, Emerald City, will be published by 
Talese/Doubleday in February. She has received a 
NAFTA grant. 

Martha Rhodes is a founding editor of Four 
Way Books and directs the CCS Reading Series at 
Civic Center Synagogue in New York City. Her 
poems have appeared in The Harvard Review, 


. Ploughshares, The Virginia Quarterly and elsewhere. 


Her first collection of poems is At the Gate, 
published by Provincetown Arts Press. 


Says Bryant Voigt: 

"Let's say your initial drafts of a poem are, 
well, unsatisfying--not quite what you thought you 
saw in a corner of your eye. Let's say you're not 
used to a notion of "first thought, best thought" and 
want to revise but have no clue, or no confidence, 
where to begin. What can help is being able to read 
the thing, which one learns by learning to read the 
work of others--finished poems--analytically. 

This will be a really BASIC class--a first step 
from intuitive response to analytical examination. 
Veterans, sophisticates, the learned of every stripe, 
should stay away; Im hoping for a small group of 
the eager but uninitiated. We'll discuss two poems." 


Saw Vermont Beauty: 

Yessirday's Writer's Clamp 2.8 smile road 
race was one by Aaron Ashby, with a blustering 
thyme of 17:53. Second place whumped to the 
amazing Jennifer Calder, third to the only shyly less 
amazing Henry Shukman, fellowed by Mac 
Mcllvoy, George Smith and Pablo Medina, who was 
heard to grasp "It feels good when I stop!" as he 
crushed the Finnish line. 


Such Vocal Blues!: 

David "Pinetop" Bain (piano, vocals) and 
Scott "Mojo" Lax (harmonica) will be perforating 
silly music (Blues, R & B, ancient rock) in the Barn 
Mundane night after the evening heedings. This is 
any vent not to be massed. 
Some Venerable Bards: 

Yesterday's Scholar Readings were 
inadvertisingly Omaha-ed from the Crumb (we blame 
the government), so it is only fighting to honor those 
hoorayed by name: Mary Jo Bang, Laurel Casey, 
Eugene Gloria, Sue Monk Kidd, Amudha 
Rajendran, Tamar Stieber, Karen Volkman. 
Tonaught's readers, who will beguile after the 
Coffee inception at about 10:15 will be Leslee 
Becker, Carol Estes, Tom Hazuka, Tom Paine, 
Janice Shapiro, Dan Tobin and Eve Wood. 


Slight Variation Bulletin: 

. Unlike lectures, classes are delineated incise 
and must be signed up for at the bullet inboard 
behind the table where workstop maternals are 
distributored. The fierced fifty Papal who sign up 
will be aloud to intend. Kevin Mcllvoy's clasp will 
"à held in Barn West, Ellen Bryant Voigt's in Barn 
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" Blue skies and white, puffy clouds." 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Fiction Workshops 

11:15am Lecture: Heather McHugh--title unavailable as of press time 
2:00pm Panel: Editors, Agents andWriters 

3:45pm Readings: Ed Hirsch, Marcia Golub 

5:30pm Cocktail Party--Larch Well 

8:15pm Readings: Joanna Scott, Alan Jenkins 


While You're Listening: 
--Jorie Graham's Friday workshop will meet Thursday from 9-11:00 in the Barn East Loft. 
--The Film and Literature Panel has been re-scheduled for Saturday at 11:00am. 
--The Nature Writing Panel originally scheduled for Saturday has been canceled. 
--The deadline for submitting to the Lyttle-Bulwer bad writing contest is dinnertime today. 


Do the Right Thing: 
All departures by taxi are listed at the Front Desk beginning today. Departing people should: 
1) Locate flight time on the posted list. 
2) Let the Front Desk know if this is the correct time by 10:00 today. 
3) On Friday, taxi departure times will be posted based on your flight departure time. Taxis will be 
arranged according to the confirmed departures. 
4) Confirm your taxi time and spot by leaving a $10 deposit (refundable when you show up at the proper 
time; no-shows forfeit deposits). 


Do the Write Thing: 


Fiction workshops meet this morning in their usual locations. 


Three Women: 
Today's panel discussion on Editors, Agents and Writers will be editor Alane Mason (W.W. Norton), 
agent Geri Thoma (Elaine Markson Agency), and writer Joanna Scott. 


Agent Of-the-Day: 
Christina Ward, a literary agent, is on campus and will speak tomorrow (Wednesday) from 9:30-11:00am 
in the Little Theatre on the topic of "Finding a Literary Agent." Questions will be welcomed. 


An Outsider: 

Today's all-campus cocktail party will be held at the Larch Well, between Larch and Annex dorms. The 
social staff respectfully requests that patrons not show up prematurely (before 5:30) because they will be setting 
up and extraneous bodies slow the process. 


Two Fellows: 

Marcia Golub is the author of two novels: Secret Correspondence (Ticknor & Fields) and Wishbone 
(Baskerville). She teaches at the Writer's Voice in New York City. 

Alan Jenkins' new book of poetry is Harm, published by Chatto in 1994. He lives in London, where he 
is the Deputy Editor of the Times Literary Supplement. 


At Random: 
There are complementary copies of At Random, a magazine published by Random House available in the 
bookstore. Please feel free to ask for one. 


Shouldn't Have Been "Left": 
Some money was found on the second floor of the Inn. If you lost it, contact Martta Rose, mailbox #2356 





Laundry Today?: 
Towels are changed Wednesday and Friday. Please don't ask for towels during other times because they 
aren't available. 


Black Bear: 

Contributor Joanna Greenfield was at Lake Pleiad yesterday, and while walking through the woods 
around it, came across a mamma bear and a cub tearing into something edible. Not wanting to disturb their repast, 
and not wanting to remain on the path either, she hopped into the lake (fully clothed) and swam to the other side 
bearing her recently critiqued manuscript safely across by holding it above her head with one arm as she swam. - 


Quote of the Day: 

Ralph Sneeden, Blue Argo, Jennifer Grotz and Kathi Morrison all correctly guessed that "SVB" stood for 
Stephen Vincent Benét, who read from the recently accepted manuscript of his new book, John Brown's Body 
(which would go on to win the Pulitzer Prize), at the third session of the Writers' Conference in 1928. Blue also 
guessed yesterday's author, but we were snubbing her so we didn't print her name. She has since threatened to 
twist my arm. Today's mystery quote goes a little something like this: 

All his life he had been most alive, most himself when he had felt things hard enough to 

fight for them; and now here in this cell he felt more than ever the hard central core of what he had 

lived. As the white mountain had once loomed over him, so now the black wall of death loomed 

closer with fleeting hour. But he could not strike out blindly now; death was a bigger adversary. 


* * * * * 


Usually I'd see Uncle at the table, singing to himself while my mother demanded, "So, let's talk about this 
chicken? Did you ever taste such a chicken in your life?" She was belligerent in her joy. Admit it, admit it! As if 
we would deny it. Yes, I admit it. I ate the chicken and it was delicious. My father would be tsking because 
she'd cut the bread unevenly. He was a butcher. It irritated him that the slices started out thin and got thick. 
"Can't you cut a straight line?" he'd ask in counterpoint. "Did you ever see a woman who couldn't slice a piece of 
bread?" And there was Uncle, singing a soldier's song in Russian or telling no one in particular about the distance 


of Mars from Jupiter or how cows take grass and make it into milk. And I thought, "Who's to say he's crazy." 
--Marsha Golub, from Secret Correspondence 


Tea Uncertainty 


A stranger thumbing through the obvious books, We couldn't tell if it was a fire in the hills 
the often-noticed tilt of her head Or the hills themselves on fire, smoky yet 
as she dangles a tea-bag in the vortex, Incandescent, too far away to comprehend. 
a phantom-imprint on the bed, And all this time we were traveling toward 
a perfume-trace, the ghost of one blonde hair; Something vaguely burning in the distance-- 
between her tooth and lip, a thin saliva-thread, A shadow on the horizon, a fault line-- 
her bra and slip, almost, slung on your chair... A blue and cloudy peak which never seemed 
To recede or get closer as we approached. . . 
The spoor of watch and earrings in the inch-thick dust. --Ed Hirsch, from Earthly Measures 


The cream-or-lemon stain on the duvet. (You must 
clean up this place, you must clean up your act.) 


You've come to this, accessory after the fact. 
--Alan Jenkins, from Harm 


Alone. How he loved the solitude of winter nights, his laboratory lined with candelabra, concave lenses 
trapping the reflections so the flames seemed buried inside the thin glass discs like fish in ice. He loved the 
silence, the cold, even the stiffness of his fingers because the discomfort reminded him that he was alive and as 
long as he remained alive he could extend the perimeter of his knowledge a little further, could know just a little 
more, could see what he could see, each night something new and utterly astonishing. 

--Joanna Scott, from "Concerning Mold Upon the Skin, Etc." 
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" Sits the wind in that corner?" 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Poetry & Non-fiction Workshops 

9:30am Guest Speaker: Christina Ward-- 
"Finding a Literary Agent" 

Lecture: Charles Baxter--"Stillness" 

Panel: The Worlds of Publishing 

Readings: Patricia Hampl, 
Margaret-Love Denman 

Readings: Reggie McKnight, 
John Bensko 

Coffee Reception: Barn 

Waiter Readings 


11:15am 
2:00pm 
3:45pm 


8:15pm 


9:30pm 
10:15pm 


Voices: What's the biggest threat to our future? 


Paige McBee, 14 
Student rs 
Sewickley, Pa. 


. Vipan Seth, 32 
Marketing manager 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


Robert Shaw, 56 
Banker 
Tuscaloosa, Ala. 


mae 


Risa Cardwell-Smith - 
51, peace mediator ` 
Lawrenceville, N.J. 


i Ric Moore, 34 
*. Golfer 
! Arcadia, Calif. 


! Michaela Sullivan. ` 


No doubt about it. 
Look at the facts: 
art director at 
Houghton-Mifflin; 
she's talking about 
designing book 
jackets and show- 
ing slides Thurs- 
day in Barn 1 after 
Terry .: Tempest 
Williams' lecture; 
she's worked on 
books by Philip 
Roth,Louise Glück 
and Tim O'Brien, 
and others. Bet 
she's a Democrat, 
too. 


Thought that it—— 35% - 
was a good SoItANS A. 
that group photos 


idea 


of faculty, fellows, . 


scholars and staff 


would be taken at. i 


Treman Thursday 
at 6pm, for the 
sake of posterity 
and history. Opin- 
ions were divided 
on whether the 
waiters should 
have their photo 
after lunch on 
Friday, given re- 
cent events. 


: 796 | 
l 


| Were 


forward to Edward 
Brown's 1995 Wri- 
Conference 
slide show in the 
Theatre after the 


ters' 


? 


evening 


but 
dance. 


before 


Id have to say 
Michael Pettit. I 
mean, when he 
says he's giving a 
talk called "Bread 
Loaf, Ete: Wri- 
ting Confer-ences 
Around the 
Country" in Barn 
West tomorrow at 
5:15pm, does he 
expect us to 
believe him? 


looking 


reading 
the 


Today's panel dis- 
cussion on The 
Worlds of  Pub- 
lishing. I mean, 
just who do Phil 
Pochoda and Tom 


‘If I said it was. 


Christina Ward, 
because she's an 
agent giving a talk 
in the Theatre 
today on the topic 


Umm...Hugh Grant ' 


no Michael Collier 
I mean Alec Wil- 
kinson oh gee I 
don't know I mean 
they all look alike 


McFarland of the 
University 
of New England 
and Dan Frank of 
Pantheon 
they are, 


! Jennifer 


Press 


think 
anyway? 


of "Finding a Lit- 
erary Agent" 
because she's Reg- 
gie McKnight's a- 
gent, do you think 
that would hurt my 


and 


chances of getting 
a date with her? 


Thought it was 
eerie the way 
Ralph Sneeden and 
Grotz 
were virtually neck 


." and neck in the 


eaS contest, 


Were pleased to 
hear that 
Greenfield was or- 
ganizing 

contributor 
ings at 5:15 daily 
in the field in front 
of Larch, and ag- 


Joanna 


more 
read- 


reed to bring no 
more than 5 min- 


utes 


of material 


and to sign up with 
her ahead of time. 


37 7e | Richard Wright's 


mystery quote 
both 
guessing correctly 
that yesterday's 
quote was from 
Native Son 
(Wright having 
been a visiting 
lecturer at Bread 
Loaf in 1945), but 
were not 
optimistic that 
either person 
would be able to 
guess today's 
quote, sincere 
there are no clues 
for today's quote. 


Suspected that 
Margaret-Love 
Denman taught at 
the University of 
New | Hampshire 
and wrote a novel 
called A Scramb- 
ling After Circum- 
stances. 


27% 


| 


Knew that  Cor- 
nelius Eady's class 
tomorrow would be 
held in Barn West, 
and that you 
should sign up for 
it ahead of time 


. outside the office. 


to me and have you 


ever noticed 


that 


you never see all 


three 


together 
same time. 


weird! 


of them 
at the 
It's so 


Were gratified that 
John Bensko's 
Green Soldiers 
won the Yale 
Younger Poets A- 
ward, and that his 
second book, The 
Waterman's Chil- 
dren, was available 
in the bookstore. 


“60% i 


Thought that Alec 
class 


. Wilkinson's 
would work 


same way, except 
it would be in Barn 


2. 





Wail. Reading: 

AS cau be seen by the detailed statistical analysis to 
the right, waiter-approval is strongest with the . 
drinking crowd. Nevertheless, drinkers and non- 
drinkers alike are invited to attend the first of two 
nights of waiter readings, after the Coffee Reception, 
inthe Theatre. Tonight's readers will be: Gabrielle 
Burton, Daphne Beal, Kelli Rae Patton, Browning 
Porter, Joanna Hershon, Laura Armes, Jennifer 
Grotz, Alvin Ung, Kathi Morrison, Rick Raiken and 
Ellery Washington, who will each entertain you with 
brief (3-4 minutes) excerpts from their works. 
Consider them literary fireworks. Lost & Lost: 

If anyone accidentally walked out of the 
dining room last night with a sweater that turned out - 
not to be theirs, please return it to waiter Gabrielle 
aoe She borrowed it and feels awful that it's 
ost. 








Quote of the Day: 

... A fog rose over the valley, she saw it marching 
across the creek swallowing the trees and moving up 
the hill like an army of ghosts. Soon it would be at 
the near edge of the orchard, and then it was time to 
go in and light the lamps. Come in children, don't 
Stay out in the night air. 


. Temperature legend st 
` Temperature color bands apply to the large weather map. - 
mi Lp VE J and to the city forecasts below. hee 
"Sorry, sweetie, I don't see one. kd 
should have gone before we left." i 


Tory Gardner was a woman who had never heard the word fuck said aloud. Even now, in 1989, she had 
only said it once. Years before, when she had seen it, scrawled in black paint on the side of a train trestle, on the 
way to Memphis, somewhere near Byhalia. She asked her mama what it meant. Her mother said, "Heavens, 
Mary Victoria, don't ever let me hear you say that again!" She didn't think that was much answer. Late, after 
they crossed the Tennessee state line, her mother repeated the warning: "Don't you ever let me hear you say that 
word again." Mary Victoria and her mother went to Memphis regularly the year she was ten. They went to shop. 
At Lowenstein's and Goldsmith's. Her mother wore a hat, white gloves and high-heeled shoes. Mary Victoria 
sat hunched down in the back seat with a Nancy Drew mystery while her mother drove the big grey Packard with 
the flying bird on the hood hard up Highway 78 around the curves to Holly Springs, then to Byhalia and finally 
into the city. Once Mary Victoria rode all the way on a volley ball, rolling back and forth on the deep blue seat 
covers from window to window. Mary Victoria's mother said it made her nervous. Ind SAR UT ud 

--Margaret-Love Denman, from Fragile Women Are Dangerous | nc ex mania i 
(Net inflows to seven index, 
, ‘funds, which.m | 
The Terrorist „stock indexe 
$600 ——_— 
Iam the unwanted child Do M LS 
You wish had stopped UE 
Somewhere far from you, S400 i 
Another country, another time. us E5920] 


You raised me anyway, 
Imagining I was 
Still back there, changing 
My birth like a black mask... 
--John Bensko, from The Waterman's Children " | 
issu van lly, 

No one else seems to be facing death, all these strangers reading USA Today, entranced as children deep 
in comic books. The stewardess recites the oxygen mask demo and makes her appalling suggestion about using 
the orange seat cushion "as a flotation device in the unlikely even of . . ." 

Its always like this. Barely controlled terror. Not so bad I can't fly; I wish it were that decisive. I read 
with admiration about celebrities, sportscasters--some of them big tough guys--who refuse to fly. They take 
trains or hire a whole bus to get them around. I'm not quite scared enough. I go ahead. Get the non-refundable 
ticket, chatter about my trip with both feet planted on the ground, my heart ticking like a set bomb. Lucky me, 
going here, going there. Going, this time, to Italy. 

--Patricia Hampl, from Virgin Time 


Well Sandman just opened his hand and let that plane go and it floated off just like I knew it would, and I 
closed my eyes and listened to them tiny engines. I felt everybody move on up behind me. I felt Pauline's arm 
slip round my shoulder. Lord, Lord, all them little planes just fanning up tiny breezes all around us. A body'd 
have to carry a pecan for a heart not to be moved by all that. I do believe he would. So me and Sandman, Tanika 
and Ricardo, and my baby Pauline, well, one by one, we let them things fly into the night. They looked like little 
dots, little ink dots, in that blue sky. And they sounded like a million honeybees. 

They sounded just like a million honeybees. 

--Reggie McKnight, from "Into Night" in The Kind of Light that Shines on Texas 





Gkuigh oes 


Haiku-to-you-too Edition K 
Thursday, August 17, 1995 


" A hard rain's gonna fall." 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Fiction Workshops 
11:15am Lecture: Terry Tempest Williams--"The Wild Card" 
12:00noon Guest Speaker: Michaela Sullivan--Barn 1 
2:00pm Classes: Alec Wilkinson--"How I Did It"--Barn 2 
Cornelius Eady--"The Long Story Told in Bits: Writing the Sequence Poem"--Barn West 
3:15pm Guest Reader: Mark Strand--Little Theatre 
3:45pm Readings: Kevin Mcllvoy, Claire Harman 
5:15pm Guest Speaker: Michael Pettit--Barn West 


8:15pm Readings: Cornelius Eady, Lisa Shea 
9:30pm Coffee Reception: Barn 
10:15pm Waiter Readings 


Place: 

Tomorrow's gala cocktail party will be held 
on the Treman lawn, after the afternoon reading, at 
approximately 5:00pm. This is the fancy one, so 
dress up if you like! In case of rain, it will be held in 
the Barn. 

The last ice cubes melt. 

Adirondack arm holds cup, 

All fields shorn. Moose calls. 


Person: 

Michaela Sullivan, art director for Houghton- 
Mifflin, will be giving a talk on the process of 
designing book jackets today, after Terry Tempest 
Williams’ lecture (approximately 12:00 noon), in 
. Barn 1. 

Hamlet said, "Words. Words." 
But this is for those who like 
To look at pictures. 


Thing: 

Michael Pettit, president of Writing 
Conferences and Festivals, will be giving a talk 
entitled "Bread Loaf, Etc.: Writing Conferences 
Around the Country" in Barn West at 5:15pm today. 

O hall of mirrors, 

Self-conscious mountain. There is 

Talk about us now. 


Trying a Poet: 

Mark Strand, longtime Bread Loafer and 
former Poet Laureate, will give a surprise reading of 
his poetry today from 3:15 to 3:45pm in the Theatre. 

Hopper to hopper, 

A continuous life of 

Eating poetry. 


Poems of a Few: 

Tonight's waiter reading, after the Coffee 
Reception (about 10:15), will feature the stellar 
talents of Monona Wali, Kristin Henderson, Patrick 
Phillips, Bridget Garrity, Aaron Ashby, Tony 
Deaton, Gina Dorcely, Ryan Harty, Wendy Gavin, 
Michael Theune, Michael Byers, Brian Dempsey and 
Greg Netzer. Don't miss it! 

No aprons. No trays. . 

Food will not be served, nor drinks. 

Poetry. Fiction. 


Fellows bios: 

Claire Harmon's book, Sylvia Townsend 
Warner: A Biography, was published by Chatto & 
Windus and was the winner of the John Llewellyn 
Rhys Prize. She lives in England. 

Lisa Shea is the author of Hula, published by 
Delta Books, and is the recipient of a Whiting 
Writers' Award. She lives in New York City. 

Claire Harmon, Lisa 

Shea... time for us to listen. 

To get a real life. ` 


Bookstore News: 

Starting tomorrow, and running through 
Saturday, everything in the bookstore will be 
discounted 20 percent except: magazines, maple 
syrup, and Whose Woods These Are (but to be 
honest, the latter is worth the price). 

Books heah! Ice cold books! 

Come on down while supplies last! 

Get your red hot books! 


Fight Hair Movement: 

Group photos of faculty, fellows, scholars 
and staff will be taken today at Treman at 6:00. 
Please be present and on time, as these photos are 
essential to the furthering of posterity, not to mention 
the next history of the Writers' Conference. Waiters' 
photo will be taken after lunch tomorrow. Copies 
can be ordered through the administrative office, and 
will be used in conference brochures and the college 
magazine. 

The mountains and clouds 

Will make faces, give fingers 

While we sit and smile. 


Bad Letters: 

The winners of the Lyttle-Bulwer contest for 
bad writing will be announced, and their winning - 
entries read, at lunch today. 

Bad. Bad. Bad. Bad. Bad. 

(Syllables constrain feelings) 

It's most horrible. 


Bourgeois Poets: 

A poetry publishing panel has been added for 
Saturday from 10-11:00am in the Theatre. Four 
writers--John Bensko, Mary Jo Bang, Stuart 
Dischell, and Allison Joseph--will discuss the 
process of submitting poetry for publication and of 
their experience as editors. 

Not the kind of wood 

We find in fifties basements 

This is different. 





Shipping Out?: 

All people scheduled to leave Bread Loaf by 
taxi service should check the taxi board by the front 
desk tomorrow morning, note their time of 
departure, leave a $10 deposit (refundable upon 
departure) and plan to meet your taxi (on time) in 
front of the Inn on the day of departure. 

... Never let me go. 

I'm leaving on a jet plane 

Don't know when I'll be . . . 


Children's Books: 

Amy Thrall, and acquiring editor with the 
Children's Trade Books division of Houghton 
Mifflin, is looking for talented new authors. If you 
fall under this category , write to her at: 

Children's Trade Books 

Houghton Mifflin Company 


222 Berkeley Street 
Boston, MA 02116 


Mise: Your manuscript should be typed and completed and 
--thanks to Peter Newton for today's should eee SASE. A 5 s 


masthead, Leon Michels for Monday's, Norton Our kids need to read. 
Girault for cartooning superior, and our guest Submit. Finish all your peas. 
mystery haiku-ist (not the editor) for proving that the And go to your room. 

zen is mightier than the sword. 

7 --Jorie Graham has lost a silver earring that. 
contains much sentimental value. If found, please 
return it to her or the Front Desk. 

--there will be a 12 Step Meeting today at 
5:15pm in the Milkhouse. 

--Jorie Graham's Friday poetry workshop 
will take place today at 9:00am in the Barn East Loft. 


Quote of the Day: f WHAT Is 
Once again, Ralph Sneeden guessed the | THE ANSWER, 

mystery author, but Rita Riddle, Tom Hazuka, Cary O shee ote ? 

Holladay, Blue Argo and Kyoko Mori also knew the 

title of the short story: "The Jilting of Granny 

Weatherall" by Katherine Ann Porter, who spoke at 

Bread Loaf in 1940, watched closely by her protegé 

Eudora Welty, who was a fellow that same year. 

Today's quote is the penultimate one, and while 

Ralph is still in the lead, it is mathematically possible 

for somebody to catch him and claim the prize of any 

book in the bookstore: 

Lower the standard: that's my motto. Somebody is always putting the 
food out of reach. We're tired of falling off ladders. Who says 
a child can't paint? A pro is somebody who does it for 
money. Lower the standards. Let's all play poetry . . . 


Estas Sole Liles; 
ENnb-Stop omers. 


Tes May So 
RUER HIM TH 
MM, ! EMAN 


JUST À MANUSCRIPT 
cow Nee. 








* * * * * 


Palmer's index became addictive. I soon made no pretense of trying to keep within the orbit of the letter 
K. The style was hot on details--especially gruesome ones--and highly suggestive. Take Mary Ann Kain, for 
example, who died in February 1885, "Kicked to death by her Paramour," or poor Mrs. Baldwick from 
Atherstone killed "by the gun of her Husband accidentally going off." There was the idiotic recklessness of Mary 
Kelly, "Scalded to Death by drinking Tea from a teapot," Fanny Kilpatrick who managed mysteriously to burn to 
death "by treading on Something in the street;" Lily Elizabeth Lea, "Died from Overjoy," and the pathetic entry: 
Lloyd, Margaret, and another, Died from Neglect." My heart went out to "and another," dead from a neglect so 
all-embracing that even their name, their gender, had been forgotten. 

--Claire Harmon, from "A Chapter of Accidents" 


When our father finds us, we have to march around the yard and then lie down on our bellies with our 
arms up over our heads. Sometimes he pretend-shoots us with his gun. 

"You're dead, soldier," he says. I pretend I don't have any arms or legs or a head. 

My mother says something happened to our father in the war but my sister says he is just mean. In the 
back of his head is a hole where no hair grows. Where no hair grows there is a metal plate attached to his head. 
In the sun, light strikes the metal plate like signals from a flying saucer. 

--Lisa Shea, from Hula 


Lieutenant Manuel Hernandez Galván tapped my shoulder and drew a bead on me with his head. "Red," 
he said, "Is this fair?" 
"No," I said, pleased with myself. 
Because she had asked me, I was dancing with his date, Carmelita Rubio, old as a three-finger baseball 
glove. And beautiful as such a glove is. 
--Kevin Mcllvoy, from "Pancho Villa's Lieutenant, Manuel Hernandez 
Galván, shooting a peso at fifty paces" 


Mr. Bones is prying my father's hands, finger by: 
finger, away from the things that he knows of this 
world, and this latest revelation's a major blow, 
something I can tell is twisting his life into 
meaningless shapes. 

Far better to think his silly boy, the one who earns 
his living from talking funny, has once again 
misunderstood the way this world's supposed to 
work. 

--Cornelius Eady, from "All God's Dangers" in You Don't Miss Your Water 





Leading psychics predict: No weather today. 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Poetry & Non-fiction Workshops 

11:15am Readings: Michael Collier, Kyoko Mori 

3:45pm Readings: Alberto Rios, Dani Shapiro 

5:00pm Gala Cocktail Party 

8:15pm Readings: Terry Tempest Williams, Bruce Palmer 
9:45pm Film: Household Saints 


TEC Secrets beneath Mel's 


Due to circumstances too scandalous to reprint fully without fear of legal 
repercussions, there have been some "adjustments" made in the fellow's readings. 
Please refer to today's schedule above as the authoritative version of today's & 
events, and for God's sake, don't ask any questions. 

Kyoko Mori has published a novel, Shizuko's Daughter, and a memoir, £s 
The Dream of Water (Holt). She teaches at St. Norbert's College in DePere, 
Wisconsin. 

Bruce Palmer's first novel is The Karma Charmer, published by Harmony Books. He 
lives in New York and is working on a second novel. 

Dani Shapiro is the author of Playing With Fire and Fugitive Blue (Nan A. 
Talese/Doubleday). She lives in New York City and teaches at Columbia University. A new 
novel, Picturing the Wreck, is forthcoming. 


Today at 5:00pm we're going to ply you with food and drink at 
the Gala Cocktail Party, and then tomorrow night we'll insinuate you 
with a bacchanalian féte at the final Barn Dance. Can you really believe 
that we have no ulterior motives? 














It's In Clear View: 
Roman Polanski's version of Household Saints --a free adaptation of Francine Prose's 
novel--will be shown this evening in the Barn at 9:45. No children or pets will be admitted. 


Worth Your Dods: 
The bookstore sale begins today! All items (except magazines, 
. maple syrup and Whose Woods These Are) are reduced twenty percent. 
What exactly does David Bain have to hide? And whats this about the 
bookstore having regular hours on Saturday and then opening from 9:15 to 
10:00pm Saturday night to sell only books by the days readers? Doesnt 
that sound a little shifty? ; 


Ja was the best 
Siperscribe reading 
| ever had.” - 


Wolfman Jack 








Lew Is Leaving, Are You?: See 

If you're planning to leave by taxi then you should check your departure time with the 
schedule at the front desk and leave a $10 deposit to reserve your seat. Pick-ups will be 
performed promptly in front of the Inn. If you are not present you'll lose your spot, your 


money, and your right to floss daily. 
SHARING 
| IS CARING 
$ For Elmer: 


You can tip your waiters and your housekeepers by leaving an unspecified amount of 
money (or checks made out to Middlebury College) at the Front Desk, in an envelope. Think 
of it as an investment: these people have watched you eating and have seen the inside of your 
room. Do you really want them to tell what they know about you? 


| |HAVE YOU HEARD? 
Panel Tickers: 


There's a new panel scheduled for 10:00 tomorrow morning, on the topic of Publishing 
Poetry, and the Film and Literature Panel originally scheduled for today will be tomorrow at 
11:15am. The Crumb has discovered that members of both panels were discovered last night 
performing pagan rituals in the woods. One can only wonder at what they'll reveal to us 
tomorrow. 





A Noble Experiment: 

The computer lab will close forever today at 12:30pm, because Caroline Eisner's flight 
to the Caymans leaves at 2:00pm. Everybody should pay any outstanding copying charges 
because she needs to embezzle every penny she can get. 








` specaric PSYCHIC ron REQUEST. - 


Miscellaneous: 

--Ann Hood's son Sam is still adorable. 

--Thanks to Kristen Lindquist, for today's masthead. : 

--Edward Brown has been taking photographs of the Writers' Conference members all 
week long. Saturday night, after the evening reading but before the dance, he'll be showing 
slides of the Conference in the Theatre, with a musical accompaniment. Just remember, if 
they're in focus, they're pornography; if they're out of focus, they're art. 


Quote of the Day: 

Well, it's quite embarrassing: not one person guessed that yesterday's mystery author 
was Karl Shapiro, who spoke at Bread Loaf in 1947. Will nobody catch the irrepressible 
Ralph Sneeden? Okay, here's the last mystery author, who created considerable scandal 
during his visits to Bread Loaf, due to his propensity for showing up at his readings in rather 
inebriated states: 

Though she was Minnesota-born Carol was not an intimate of the prairie 
villages. Her father, the smiling and shabby, the learned and teasingly kind, 

had come from Massachusetts, and through all her childhood he had been a 

judge in Mankato, which is not a prairie town, but in its garden-sheltered streets 

and aisles of elms is white and green New England reborn. Mankato lies 

between cliffs and the Minnesota River, hard by Traverse des Sioux, where the 

first settlers made treaties with the Indians, and the cattle-rustlers once came 

galloping before hell-for-leather posses. 


* * * * * 


"Do you go back often?" people ask me when they find out that I was born in Japan, 
even though I have spent the last thirteen years--most of my adult life--in the American 
Midwest. I invariably wince at the words go back and say, "No. I'd like to visit some time, 
but there are other places I'd rather travel to if I had the money." Still, last fall when I was 
putting together my sabbatical application at the college where I teach creative writing, I 
included a trip to Japan. I'd heard the committee favored proposals that favored research. 
Why not go to Japan? Ythought. After all, it is the only foreign country where I can speak the 
language. 

--Kyoko Mori, from The Dream of Water 





I open my eyes and conjure Katrina at the foot of my bed. Her body has grown fuller 
with age, her face creased and handsome. Her hair has sprung loose from its usual single 
braid. It cascades over her shoulders, stiff pink nipples peeking at me from beneath dark 
waves. She opens her mouth--I am afraid she is going to speak--but instead she bends over, 
breasts swaying. My lonely hand is replaced by her lips as she moves rhythmically, 
swallowing me up. 

--Dani Shapiro, from Picturing the Wreck 


I knew instantly, however, that getting Leslie to perform "The Golden Eagle" would 
not be easy. The position is not exactly Leslie's cup of tea. Her sexual taste tends to be 
simple, basic, direct, taking the fastest road to climax with little patience for scenic side trips. 
I'm pretty sure that looking at the book will interest her in trying one of the positions, but I 
think she will push for one of the less acrobatic ones like "The Crab" or "The Chimpanzee." 
Therefore, to ensure the timely performance of our sacred rite, I have once more been forced to 
resort to deception. 

--Bruce Palmer, from The Karma Charmer 


Naushon Island Two and a Half Man 


The deer came out of the lane last night, Don Margarito walked with a cane. 
two bucks first and two does next-- In this way he was more of a man. 

the four at intervals. And each stopped 

where the one before stopped and turned He had more parts. 

and looked as the others looked My grandfather, he was more of a man 


and then went on into the swale. 
Or less of a horse, somewhere in between: 
From the porch I called the dogs off Without the tail, but with 
the granite rocks in the yard 
where they barked at the cautious deer. . . The neck. 
--Michael Collier, And who knew what else... 
from The Folded Heart --Alberto Rios 


Coyote's yellow eyes burned like flames as he danced around the cow carcass with a 
femur in each hand. His lasso made of barbed wire had brought the bovine down. Maggots, 
beetles, and buzzards had miraculously cleaned the bones. The skull glistened. Coyote had 
succeeded once again. He had stripped the desert of another sacred cow. 

Georgia [O'Keefe] stepped forward. Coyote stopped dancing. They struck a deal. 
She would agree not to expose him as the scoundrel he was, keeping his desert secrets safe, if 
he promised to save bones for her--bleached bones. Stones--smooth black stones would also 
do. And so, for the price of secrecy, anonymity, and just plain fun--O'Keefe and Coyote 
became friends. Good friends. . . 

- --Terry Tempest Williams, from An Unspoken Hunger 


BANNED ^. 





"A dark and stormy night . . . metaphorically, of course." 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Fiction Workshops 

10:00am Panel: Poetry Publishing 

11:15am Panel: Film & Literature--Translating Realms 
3:45pm Readings: Francine Prose, Allison Joseph 
8:15pm Readings: Ellen Bryant Voigt, Don Kurtz 
9:30pm (approximately) Slide Show--Theatre 

9:30pm Farewell Dance 


Panel: 
Today's panel discussion on Poetry Publishing will feature John Bensko, Mary Jo Bang, Stuart Dischell 
and Allison Joseph, all of whom have served as poetry editors. 


Son of Panel: 
Today's panel discussion entitled Film & Literature--Translating Realms, will be led by C.E. Poverman, 
Francine Prose and Kevin Mcllvoy. 


Biographically Speaking: 

Allison Joseph has won the Ruth Lilly Fellowship and the Academy of American Poets Prize, and her 
work has appeared in The Kenyon Review, Ploughshares and Parnassus. Her first poetry collection is What 
Keeps Us Here, published by Ampersand Press. 

Don Kurtz teaches at New Mexico State University. He has been awarded an NEA Fellowship; South of 
the Big Four (Chronicle Books) is his first novel. 


Sliding Into Home: 
There will be a slide show of the 1995 Writers' Conference immediately following the evening reading in 
the Theatre. Edward Brown will present an audio-visual extravaganza accompanied by music. 


Hoof It: 

The Farewell Dance will begin in the Barn around 9:30pm, or when Ed's slide show finishes, whichever 
comes first. Bring your dancin’ shoes. A quiet alternative (mixers, etc . . .) will take place simultaneously in the 
Blue Parlor. 


Tip It: 
Don't forget to tip the waiters and the housekeeping staff by leaving an envelope with your tips at the 
Front Desk before you leave. They'll appreciate your appreciation for jobs well done. 


Madrigals: 

From Al Hudgins: "I'd like to thank all the Madrigal Singers for giving up one of Bread Loaf's most 
precious commodities--time--to accommodate our daily rehearsal schedule. If you've enjoyed our performances 
so far, imagine my joy at being able to hear them every day. They've been a wonderful group and a delight to 
direct, and I'd like to recognize the singers: Gabrielle Burton, Nancy Carlson, Laurel Casey, Judith Clark, Carol 
Estes, Claire Harman, Susanna Jones, Carol Knauss, Don Mitchell, Cybele Pelcher, Libby Stott, Beth Thomas, 
Peter Tumarkin, and Alvin Ung." 


You Go Ziff Way, I'll Go Zat: 

Don't forget, if you're taking a taxi off of the mountain tomorrow, to be sure you know when it leaves, 
and to have all your luggage on the Inn porch promptly. Don't forget the time-honored Bread Loaf tradition of 
kissing the Robert Frost bust on the nose before you depart to ensure your return to Bread Loaf some day. 





Body Parts: 
Thanks to Al Hudgins for his masthead, as inspired by Heather McHugh. 


Quote of the Day: 

Well, you had to figure that the ubiquitous Ralph Sneeden would win the contest: he only missed one 
guess all conference. It's true that yesterday's quote was from Sinclair Lewis, who spoke twice at the 
Conference, once in 1928 and once in 1933 (once again, thanks to Whose Woods These Are for the historical 
references), and was scandalously drunk during both performances. Giving Ralph a run for his money in the 
guesses were Jennifer Grotz and Blue Argo (who also guessed Lewis correctly), but in-the end he was just too 
much for them. Congratulations, Ralph! Help yourself to a book in the bookstore. 


* * 


. This, he'd say, is Piaf, Why did you have to go back, go back 
the little sparrow, to that awful time, upstream, scavenging 
and I'd listen to that voice the human wreckage, what happened or what we did 
send its sorrows through our house, or failed to do? Why drag us back to the ditch? 
and I knew what touched my father Have you no regard for oblivion? 
wasn't always race, wasn't always color. Het 
Somehow he knew I needed History is organic, a great tree, 
to hear this woman sing along the starched corduroy of its bark 
from her fragile bones, the healed scars, the seasonal losses 
her sound silencing us both, so asymmetrical, so common-- 
as her crowds in Paris must have been why should you set out to count? 
when they saw her tiny figure 
on the stage, bent over to sing Don't you people have sufficient woe? 
the last vestiges of a ballad --Ellen Bryant Voigt, from Kyrie 
the last words 
she'd give them. 

--Allison Joseph, from "My Father's Heroes" 


In that photograph of us that had hung in the stairway, Byron stood with parted lips and heavy brow, 
serious even then. Danny, in the middle, had always seemed like a nice-enough-looking boy, whenever I'd run 
past him on my way up or down. Smooth skinned and smiling, he was two months from being crushed dead in a 
grain bin, but we didn't know that yet. As I'd aged up and away from that photograph, it got harder to recognize 
him. It got harder to recognize myself too, the littlest one on the end, wide-eyed and eager, still clearly tickled 
from something the photographer had said. 

--Don Kurtz, from South of the Big Four 


Women paired off and gazed warmly into each other's eyes until they fell into melting embraces; then 
regretfully, they separated, and each floated off down the beach to another woman, another gaze, another soulful 
embrace. Everyone was hugging everyone else, but no one was hugging Martha, who was sensibly determined 
not to take this personally as she moved through the crowd of women gathering by the edge of the sea. 

The women all seemed to know one another and to have come here for a purpose, unlike Martha, who had 
just wandered down from a short distance up the beach because she was bored and lonely and suddenly sick of 
pretending that she was enjoying this rare chance to do nothing and be alone. In fact, it wasn't a rare chance at all, 
and Martha had only herself to pretend to, though lately she'd had a persistent sense of being watched and judged 
and found wanting, even when on one was looking and she was the only one in the room. 

—Francine Prose, from Hunters and Gatherers 





Christina Ward 


LITERARY AGENCY 


Post Office Box 515, North Scituate, MA 02060 
. 617/ 545-1375 Fax 617/ 545-7314 





The Crumb 


Vol. 70, no. 12 Sunday, August 20, 1995 
Happy trails! Farewell! Adios! Good-bye! Au Revoir! 
Safe travels and keep in touch. 
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